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Program 


Four Songs Opus 2 Arnold Schoenberg 

/. EnA/artung (1874-1951) 

//. Schenk mir deinen goldenen Kamm 

iii. Erhebung 

iv. Waldsonne 

Barbara Hannigan, soprano and Steven Philcox, piano 


Time and the Bell have Buried the Day 
(Hommage a T. S. Eliot) 

Christina Haldane, soprano 


Sofia Gubaidulina 

(b. 1931) 


Nacht 


Alban Berg 

(1885-1935) 


Brooke Dutton, soprano and Braden Young, piano 


Lied der Lulu (Lulu) Alban Berg 

Danika Loren, soprano and Holly Kroeker, piano 

Gentle lady Karol Szymanowaki 

Sleep Now (1882-1937) 

Alexandra Hetherington, soprano and David Eliakis, piano 


The Night in Silence under Many a Star (Apparition) George Crumb 


Brooke Dutton, soprano and Braden Young, piano 


Invocation to the Dark Angel (Apparition) 
Approach strong Deliveress! 


George Crumb 

(b. 1929) 


Christina Haldane, soprano and Lara Dodds-Eden, piano 


The Happy Child David Del Tredici 

(1937-1964) 

Invocation to the Dark Angel 

Sydney Baedke, soprano and Gary Forbes, piano 


I am the wife of Mao Tse-tung (from Nixon in China) 


John Adams 

(b. 1947) 


Andrea Lett, soprano and Yvonne Choi, piano 


Bail avec mi (Chants de terre et de del) 
Resurrection 


Olivier Messiaen 

(1908-1992) 


Rebecca Genge, soprano and Melisande Sinsoulier, piano 


Soupir 


Ottorino Respighi 

(1879-1936) 


Danika Loren, soprano and Holly Kroeker, piano 


No word from Tom...I go, I go to him 

(from The Rake’s Progress) 


Igor Stravinsky 

(1882-1971) 


Maeve Palmer, soprano and Andrea Van Pelt, piano 



Barbara Hannigan is the Faculty of 
Music’s John R. Stratton Visiting 
Artist for 2015-2016 

Barbara Hannigan is known worldwide 
as a soprano of vital expressive force 
directed by exceptional technique. She 
is now bringing that same high energy 
and expertise to her varied activities as 
a conductor while continuing to work, 
as a singer, with the most prominent 
maestros, including Simon Rattle, Kent 
Nagano, Esa-Pekka Salonen, Andris 
Nelsons, Yannick Nezet-Seguin, Kirill 
Petrenko, David Zinman, Vladimir 
Jurowski, Antonio Pappano, Pierre 
Boulez, Alan Gilbert and Reinbert De 
Leeuw. 

Blessed with a voice at once pure 
and hot, she has arrived, through 
challenging and diverse repertory 
choices, at a point of complete 
control, intensity and versatility. She 
also possesses an exciting stage 
presence, whether in opera or on the 
concert platform. Much sought after 
in contemporary music (she has given 
over 80 world premieres), she is no 
less brilliant and devoted a performer of 
baroque and classical music. Bringing 
freshness to older music and authority 
to new, she is among the very few 


singers whose every performance is an 
occasion. 

She is a frequent guest of the Berliner 
Philharmoniker, who commissioned for 
her Hans Abrahamsen’s symphonic 
song cycle let me tell you, a work 
which her performances has rapidly 
launched around the world. In 2014 
she had the rare honour of an invitation 
as artiste etoile to the Lucerne Festival, 
where she conducted, gave master 
classes and premiered an orchestral 
work written for her by Unsuk Chin. 
Gyorgy Ligeti and Henri Dutilleux 
both regarded her as their soprano 
of choice. Her startling performances 
of Ligeti’s Mysteries of the Macabre 
has been acclaimed widely, as has 
her expressive fullness in Dutilleux’s 
Correspondances. Her recording of 
this work has garnered awards from 
Grammophone, Edison and Victoires 
de la Musique. Other awards include 
“Sangerin des Jahres” (Opernwelt, 
2013), and Personality Musicale 
de I’Annee (Syndicat de la Presse 
Francaise, 2012). She has worked 
extensively with Pierre Boulez, George 
Benjamin, Gerald Barry, Salvatore 
Sciarrino, Pascal Dusapin and Hans 
Abrahamsen, among a long list of 
composers. 

Part of Hannigan’s outstanding quality 
comes from bringing to the concert 
platform the dramatic verve and 
character one might expect on the 
opera stage - and from retaining, as an 
opera performer, all the musicianship 
she displays as a concert artist. She is, 
whether in concert hall or opera house, 
a full being. And she has worked 
tirelessly with directors and conductors 
to achieve that fullness, and to go on 
expanding it. 


Unforgettable opera appearances 
have included most recently an 
extraordinary embodying of the title 
role in Lulu, in Krszysztof Warlikowski’s 
staging at La Monnaie, and a fearless 
interpretation of Marie as a flame in 
the darkness of Zimmermann’s Die 
Soldaten at the Bayerische Staatsoper, 
a hugely acclaimed presentation 
directed by Andreas Kriegenberg 
and conducted by Kirill Petrenko. To 
the premiere production of George 
Benjamin’s Written on Skin she 
brought a gripping portrayal of a young 
woman in dawning self-realization, 
which she performed most recently 
at New York’s Mostly Mozart Festival. 
She also sang the role of Donna 
Anna in Mozart’s Don Giovanni in 
another Warlikowski production at La 
Monnaie. She has worked extensively 
with choreographer Sasha Waltz on 
productions of Hosokawa’s Matsukaze 
and Dusapin’s Passion, thoroughly 
utilizing her physical as well as vocal 
agility. In the 2015 - 2016 season 
she sang Melisande at Festival Aix- 
en-Provence and La Voix humaine at 
Paris Opera. Future seasons will add 
the world premieres of Gerald Barry’s 
Alice in Wonderland and Ophelia in 
Brett Dean’s Hamlet, to the repertory of 
characters she vividly inhabits. 

She is steadily developing her range 
as a conductor. From a first and 
much applauded debut conducting 
Stravinsky’s Renard at the Theatre 
du Chatelet in Paris, she has gone 
on to work with orchestras including 
the Goteborgs Symfoniker, WDR 
Symphony Orchestra, Mahler 
Chamber Orchestra and I’Accademia 
Nazionale di Santa Cecilia in Rome. 

As a performer herself, she enjoys a 
warm rapport with orchestral players, 
and this communicates itself in her 


concerts, while her programming has 
music old and new striking sparks 
off each other. Her conducting debut 
at the Concertgebouw with Ludwig 
Orchestra, won the Ovatie 2014 award 
for best classical concert of the year in 
the Netherlands. 

Her 2015 - 2016 season further sees 
her as artist in residence with the 
Gothenburg and Bamberg Symphony 
Orchestras, both as soprano and 
conductor. She will also conduct the 
Toronto Symphony Orchestra, Mahler 
Chamber Orchestra and Munich 
Philharmonic. She will give the US 
premiere of Hans Abrahamsen’s let me 
tell you with the Cleveland Orchestra 
under Welser-Most, both in Cleveland 
and at Carnegie Hall, before performing 
this with the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra and Andris Nelsons. A 
recording of this work with Hannigan, 
Nelsons and the Bavarian Radio 
Symphony Orchestra will be released 
on the Winter & Winter label in January 
2016. 

Barbara Hannigan’s life as an 
artist has been the subject of two 
documentaries: Accentus Music’s 
awarded documentary I’m a creative 
animal produced at Lucerne Festival 
2014 where she was artist in residence 
and the Dutch NTR Canadees 
Podiumdier (NTR 2014). Other 
projects include a filmic poem for the 
female voice by French filmmaker 
Mathieu Amalric and an exhibit of 3D 
photography by Philippe Cometti at the 
Maison Europeenne de la Photographie 
in Paris. 

bio by PAUL GRIFFITHS / BARBARA HANNIGAN 



Project (CASP) which he co-directs 
with tenor Lawrence Wiliford. CASP’s 
mission is to foster the development 
of new song through an annual 
commission and its performance 
as well as providing opportunities 
for Canadian artists to program and 
advocate the wealth of riches in the 
existing song literature. A graduate 
of the University of British Columbia, 

Mr. Philcox pursued his love of vocal 
literature for two summers at the Music 
Academy of the West, Santa Barbara, 
California. Subsequently, he went on 
to receive his master of music degree 
in vocal accompanying from the 
Manhattan School of Music. 


Pianist Steven Philcox is associate 
professor at the University of Toronto 
where he leads the collaborative 
piano program. One of Canada’s 
finest collaborators, he is a frequent 
partner of Canada’s vocal elite and 
continues to perform in leading concert 
halls across North America. From 
1999-2010, Philcox was repetiteur, 
assistant conductor, and orchestral 
continuo player with the Canadian 
Opera Company where he had the 
privilege of working on more than 35 
productions. Increasingly recognized 
for his teaching, Philcox has given 
master classes throughout Canada 
and is regularly invited to mentor 
young artists at many of Canada’s 
prestigious summer programs: 

Opera on the Avalon, Toronto Sumer 
Music, and Vancouver International 
Song Institute (VISI). He has also 
held teaching positions at the Banff 
Center’s Twentieth Century Opera 
and Song Festival, the Chautauqua 
Summer Institute, the Center for 
Operatic Studies in Italy (COSI), and the 
Highlands Opera Studio in Haliburton, 
Ontario. Philcox’s most recent 
endeavor is the Canadian Art Song 





Texts and Translations 


Four Songs Opus 2 
Arnold Schoenberg 

(1874-1951) 

Erwartung 

Aus dem meergrunen Teiche 
neben der roten Villa 
unter der toten Eiche 
scheint der Mond. 

Wo ihr dunkles Abbild 
durch das Wasser greift, 
steht ein Mann und streift 
einen Ring von seiner Hand. 

Drei Opale blinken; 
durch die bleichen Steine 
schwimmen rot und grune 
Funken und versinken. 

Und er kuBt sie, und 
seine Augen leuchten 
wie der meergrune Grund: 
ein Fenster thut sich auf. 

Aus der roten Villa 
neben der toten Eiche 
winkt ihm eine bleiche 
Frauenhand. 

Jesus Bettelt 

Schenk mir deinen goldnen Kamm; 
jeder Morgen soli dich mahnen, 
daB du mir die Haare kuBtest. 

Schenk mir deinen seidnen Schwamm; 
jeden Abend will ich ahnen, 
wem du dich im Bade rustest — 
o Maria! 

Schenk mir Alles, was du hast, 
meine Seele ist nicht eitel, 
stolz empfang’ich deinen Segen. 
Schenk mir deine schwerste Last; 
willst du nicht auf meinen Scheitel 
auch dein Herz, dein Herz noch 
legen — 

Magdalena? 


Expectation 

Out of the sea green pond, 
near the red villa, 
under the dead oak, 
shines the moon. 

Where her dark image 
reaches through the water, 
a man stands and draws a 
ring from his hand. 

Three opals glimmer; 
red and green sparks swim 
through the pale stones 
and sink away. 

And he kisses them, 
and his eyes glow 
like the sea green depths: 
a window opens. 

Out of the red villa, 

near the dead oak, 

the pale hand of a woman beckons 

to him. 

Jesus begs 

Give me your golden comb; 
each morning should remind you 
that you kissed my hair. 

Give me your silken sponge; 
each evening I will envision 
you preparing for your bath, 

O Mary! 

Give me everything that you have; 

my soul is not vain, 

proudly I receive your blessing. 

Give me your heaviest burden; 
will you not also lay your 
heart upon my head, 

Magdalene? 


Erhebung 

Gieb mir deine Hand, 

nur den Finger, dann 

seh ich diesen ganzen Erdkreis 

als mein Eigen an! 

Oh, wie bluht mein Land! 
sieh dir’s doch nur an, 
daB es mit uns uber die Wolken 
in die Sonne kann! 


Waldsonne 

In die braunen, rauschenden Nachte 
Flittert ein Licht herein, 

Grungolden ein Schein. 

Blumen blinken auf und Graser 

Und die singenden, springenden Wald- 

wasserlein, 

Und Erinnerungen. 

Die langst verklungenen: 

Golden erwachen sie wieder, 

All deine frohlichen Lieder. 

Und ich sehe deine goldenen Haare 
glanzen, 

Und ich sehe deine goldenen Augen 
glanzen 

Aus den grunen, raunenden Nachten. 
Und mir ist, ich lage neben dir auf dem 
Rasen 

Und horte dich wieder auf der glitze- 
blanken Syrinx 

In die blauen Himmelslufte blasen. 

In die braunen, wuhlenden Nachte 
Flittert ein Licht, 

Ein goldener Schein. 


Elevation 

Give me your hand, 

only your finger; then 

will I see the whole circle of this earth 

as my own! 

Oh how my land is blossoming, 
look at it now, 

so that it can rise with us over the 
clouds 

toward the sun! 

A light shimmers 

In the brown, rushing night, 
a green-golden sheen. 

Flowers shine forth and grass 
and the singing, springing rivulets 
and memories. 

All your songs of joy 
that faded away long ago: 
golden is their awakening again. 

And I see your lustrous golden hair, 
and I see your bright golden eyes 
shining through the green, whispering 
nights. 

And I fancy I lie on the grass beside 
you 

and hear you playing the shiny syrinx 
again 

under azure skies. 

A light shimmers 

in the brown, rolling nights -- 

a golden sheen. 


Time and the Bell have Buried the Day (Hommage a T. S. Eliot) 
Sofia Gubaidulina (b. 1931) 

Time and the bell have buried the day, 
the black cloud carries the sun away. 

Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis 
Stray down, bend to us; tendril and spray 
Clutch and cling? 

Chill 

Fingers of yew be curled 

Down on us? After the kingfisher’s wing 

Has answered light to light, and is silent, the light is still 

At the still point of the turning world. 


Nacht Night 

Alban Berg (1885-1935) 


Dammern Wolken uber Nacht und Tal, 
Nebel schweben, Wasser rauschen sacht. 
Nun entschleiert sich’s mit einemmal: 

O gib acht! Gib acht! 

Weites Wunderland ist aufgetan. 

Silbern ragen Berge, traumhaft gross, 

stille Pfade silberlicht talan 

aus verborg’nem Schoss; 

und die hehre Welt so traumhaft rein. 

Stummer Buchenbaum am Wege steht 

schattenschwarz, ein hauch vom fernen 

Hain 

einsam leise weht. 

Und aus tiefen Grundes Dusterheit 
blinken Lichter auf in stummer Nacht. 
Trinke Seele! Trinke Einsamkeit! 

O gib acht! Gib acht! 


The clouds grow dark over night and 
valley, Mists hover, waters rush softly. 
Now it unveils itself suddenly: 

O beware! beware! 

A vast wonderland is opened. 

Silver soar mountains, dream-large, 
silent paths, silver-light, toward the val¬ 
ley, from the hidden lap; 
and the majestic world so dream-pure. 
A silent beech tree stands by the path 
shadow-black; from the distant grove 
a lonely breath softly blows. 

And from the deep valley’s gloom 
lights twinkle in the silent night. 

Drink, soul! Drink solitude! 

O, beware! beware! 


Lulu’s Lied from Lulu 
Alban Berg (1885-1935) 


Wenn sich die Menschen um 
meinetwillen umgebracht haben, 

If men have killed themselves for my sake, 

so setzt das meinen Wert nicht 
herab. 

that doesn’t lower my value. 

Du hast so gut gewuBt, weswegen 
du mich zur Frau nahmst, 

You know as well why you made me your 
wife 

wie ich gewuBt habe, weswegen 
ich dich zum Mann nahm. 

as 1 knew why 1 took you for husband. 

Du hattest deine besten Freunde 
mit mir betrogen, 

You had deceived your best friends with 
me; 

du konntest nicht gut auch noch 
dich selber mit mir betrugen. 

you could not well go on deceiving yourself 
with me. 

Wenn du mir deinen Lebensabend 
zum Opfer bringst, 

If you bring me the close of your life as a 
sacrifice, 

so hast du meine ganze Jugend 
dafur gehabt. 

still you have had my whole youth for it. 

Ich habe nie in der Welt etwas 
anderes scheinen wollen, 

You understand ten times better than 1 do 
which is the more valuable. 

als wofur man mich genommen 
hat. 

1 have never in the world wished to seem to 
be anything different from what 1 am taken 
for, 

Und man hat mich nie in der Welt 
fur etwas anderes genommen, 
als was ich bin. 

and 1 have never in the world been taken 
for anything different from what 1 am. 


Gentle Lady 

Karol Szymanowaki (1882-1937) 

Gentle lady, do not sing 

Sad songs about the end of love; 

Lay aside sadness and sing 
How love that passes is enough. 

Sing about the long deep sleep 
Of lovers that are dead, and how 
In the grave all love shall sleep: 

Love is aweary now. 

Sleep Now 

Karol Szymanowaki (1882-1937) 

Sleep now, O sleep now, 

O you unquiet heart! 

A voice crying “Sleep now’’ 

Is heard in my heart. 

The voice of the winter 
Is heard at the door. 

O sleep, for the winter 
Is crying “Sleep no more.” 

My kiss will give peace now 
And quiet to your heart - 
Sleep on in peace now, 

O you unquiet heart! 

The Night in Silence under Many a Star (from Apparition) 

George Crumb (b. 1929) 

The night in silence under many a star, 

The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose voice I know, 
And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil’d Death, 

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee. 


Approach strong Deliveress! (from Apparition) 

George Crumb (b. 1929) 

Approach strong deliveress, 

When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead, 
Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee, 

Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death. 


The Happy Child 

David Del Tredici (1937-1964) 

No one needs write HEAVEN in fluffed white lines 
Above the perfect town her parents gave her 
When she wanted a school and regular bells. 

Recently white alphabets have entered her house 
Through front and back doors. 

They tell her what to keep 

Like the fragrances of things gone on before: 

Cut hay, cake, rain on wool sleeves. 

This happy child leaping through hours 

That end in a mist of kisses her grateful parents give, 

Whatever she dreams. 

She will wake in a scented bed to a day like any other 
Welcoming her breath, new words, 

The light steps she takes to run after moths, 

Filaments of webs, the circling shadow of a hawk... 

But she cannot die like the unhappy child 
Waiting for rescue, its mouth at the bottom of the well. 
She can never be that urchin hurting in the cramped, 
Cool dark, spewing up furious words everyone ignores. 


I am the wife of Mao Tse-tung (from Nixon in China) 

John Adams (b. 1947) 

I am the wife of Mao Tse-tung who raised the weak above the strong 
When I appear the people hang upon my words 

and for his sake whose wreaths are heavy round my neck I speak according to the 
book. 

When did the Chinese people last expose their daughters? 

At the breast of history I sucked and pissed 
thoughtless and heartless 
red and blind 

I cut my teeth upon the land and when I walked my feet were bound on revolution. 
Let me be a grain of sand in Heaven’s eye and I shall taste eternal joy. 


Bail avec mi 

(Chants de terre et de del) 
Olivier Messiaen (1908-1992) 


Bail avec Mi (pour ma femme) 

Ton oeii de terre, mon oeil de terre, nos 
mains de terre, 

Pour tisser I’atmosphere, la montagne 
de I’atmosphere. 

Etoile de silence a mon coeur de terre, 
A mes levres de terre. 

Petite boule de soleil 
Complementaire a ma terre. 

Le bail, doux compagnon de mon 
epaule amere. 

Resurrection 

Olivier Messiaen (1908-1992) 

Resurrection (pour le jour de Paques) 
Alleluia, alleluia. 

II est le premier, le Seigneur Jesus. 

Des morts il est le premier-ne. 

Sept etoiles d’amour au transperce, 
revetez votre habit de clarte. 

“Je suis ressuscite, je suis ressuscite. 
Je chante: pour toi, mon Pere, pourtoi, 
mon Dieu, alleluia. 

De mort a vie je passe”. 

Un ange. Sur la pierre il s'est pose. 
Parfum, porte, perle, 
azymes de la Verite. 

Alleluia, alleluia. 

Nous I’avons touche, nous I’avons vu. 
De nos mains nous I’avons touche. 

Un seul fleuve de vie dans son cote, 
revetez votre habit de clarte. 

“Je suis ressuscite, je suis ressuscite. 
Je monte: vers toi, mon Pere, vers toi, 
mon Dieu, alleluia. 

De terre a ciel je passe”. 

Du pain. II le rompt et leurs yeux sont 
dessilles. 

Parfum, porte, perle, lavez-vous dans 
la Verite. 


Lease with Mi (for my wife) 

Your eye of earth, my eye of earth, our 
hands of earth, 

To weave the atmosphere, the 
mountain of the atmosphere. 

Star of silence to my heart of earth, 

To my lips of earth 
Small ball of sun 
Complementary to my earth. 

The lease, sweet companion of my 
bitter shoulder. 


Resurrection (for Easter Day) 

Alleluia, alleluia. 

He is the first, the Lord Jesus. 

Of the dead He is the first born. 

Seven stars of love for the pierced, 
don your cloak of clarity. 

“I am risen from the dead. 

I sing: for Thee, my Father, for Thee, 
my God, alleluia. 

I pass from death to life.” 

An Angel. On the stone he perched. 
Fragrance, gate, pearl, 
unleavened Truth. 

Alleluia, alleluia. 

We have touched Him, we have seen 
Him. With our hands we have touched 
Him. 

One sole river of life in His side, don 
your cloak of clarity. 

“I am risen from the dead. 

I climb: towards Thee, my Father, 
towards Thee, my God, alleluia. 

From earth to heaven I pass.” 

Bread. He breaks it and their eyes are 
opened. 

Fragrance, gate, pearl, wash yourselves 
in Truth. 


Soupir 

Ottorino Respighi (1879-1936) 

Sigh 

Ne jamais la voir ni I’entendre, 

Ne jamais tout haut la nommer, 
Mais, fidele, toujours I’attendre, 
Toujours I’aimer! 

Never to see or hear her, 
never to name her aloud, 
but faithfully always to wait for her 
and love her. 

Ouvrir les bras, et, las d’attendre, 
Sur la neant les refermer! 

Mais encor, toujours les lui tendre 
Toujours I’aimer. 

To open my arms and, tired of waiting, 
to close them on nothing, 
but still always to stretch them out to her 
and to love her. 

Ah! ne pouvoir que les lui tendre 

Et dans les pleurs se consumer, 
Mais ces pleurs toujours les 
repandre, 

Toujours I’aimer... 

To only be able to stretch them out to her, 
and then to be consumed in tears, 
but always to shed these tears, 
always to love her. 

Ne jamais la voir ni I’entendre, 

Ne jamais tout haut la nommer, 

Mais d’un amour toujours plus 
tendre 

Toujours I’aimer. Toujours! 

Never to see or hear her, 

never to name her aloud, 

but with a love that grows ever more tender, 

always to love her. Always! 


No word from Tom...I go, I go to him (The Rake’s Progress) 

Igor Stravinsky (1882-1971) 

No word from Tom. 

Has Love no voice, can Love not keep 
A Maytime vow in cities? Fades it as the rose 
Cut for a rich display? Forgot! But no, to weep 
Is not enough. He needs my help. 

Love hears, love knows, 

Love answers him across the silent miles and goes. 

Quietly, night, O find him and caress, 

And may though quiet find 
His heart, athough it be unkind, 

Nor may its beat confess, 

Although I weep, it knows of loneliness. 

Guide me, O moon, chastely when I depart, 

And warmly be the same 
He watches without grief or shame; 

It cannot be thou art 
A colder moon upon a colder heart. 

My Father! Can I desert him and his devotion for a love who has deserted me? 

No, my father has strength of purpose, while Tom is weak, and needs the comfort 
of a helping hand. 

O God, protect dear Tom, support my father, and strengthen my resolve. 

I go to him. 

Love cannot falter, 

Cannot desert; 

Though it be shunned, 

Or be forgotten, 

Though it be hurt 
If love be love 
It will not alter. 

O should I see 
My love in need, 

It shall not matter 
What he may be. 

I go to him. 

Love cannot falter, 

Cannot desert 
Love cannot alter 
A loving heart, 

An ever-loving heart. 


Barbara Hannigan at the TSO — Symphonie Fantastique 

January 27 & 28, 8 pm, Roy Thomson Hall 

For her second appearance of the season, Barbara Hannigan takes 
centre stage for Henri Dutilleux’s mystical song cycle based on texts by 
Rainer Maria Rilke, Prithwindra Mukherjee, Alexander Solzhenitsyn, and 
Vincent van Gogh. Following that, Peter Oundjian is your guide to the vivid 
landscapes of Berlioz’s Symphonie fantastique. 

Buy tickets at TSO.ca 


Coming up at U of T Music... 

Viva Caledonia! 

Music for Robbie Burns Day 

Monday, Jan 25 - 7:30 pm, Walter Hall 

Alison Melville - baroque flute, recorders 
Julia Seager-Scott - baroque harp, larsach 

January 28, 2016 
Music and Poetry 

Krisztina Szabo, mezzo soprano, Steven Philcox, piano, and Eric 
Domville, speaker, perform Xavier Montsalvatge’s Cinco Canciones 
Negras and Luciano Berio’s Quattro Canziones Popolari. 


@UofTMusic 

music.utoronto.ca 


Want to stay informed of our upcoming events? 

Sign up for our bi-weekly 
e-newsletter at bit.ly/UofTMusic-enews 



The Faculty of Music is a member of Bloor St. Culture Corridor 
bloorstculturecorridor.com 


BLOOR ST. 
CULTURE 
CORRIDOR 








